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OUR SICK PRESIDENT. 
Too much Sociability, and not enough Business. 
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HUBERT O. THOMPSON. 

IN the days and wet ks gone by THE 
JUDGE has had frequent oceasion to eall at- 
tention to the sayings and doings of Mr. 
** Hot ” Thompson 


left unsaid and undone by the same astute 


likewise to the things 


gentleman. It is not in the least degree 
probable that anything THe JUDGE may 
have printed has disturbed Mr. Thompson’s 
repose, for he is a pachydermatous gentle- 
man, and bunt little given to worrying him- 
self as to what his neighbors may think of 
him. However, he has now got into the 
hands of a detachment of busy bodies, in 
the shape of a Senate Committee, whose 
curiosity is too intrusive to escape unan- 
swered, and whose methods of getting at 
the true inwardness of things are so penetrat- 
ing that Mr. Thompson cannot choose but 
reply. To make matters worse, the worthy 
gentleman is well aware that the Senate 
Committee will get through with him only 
to hand him over to the Committee of the 
Assembly. This is truly inquisition ; thus 
is the redoubtable ** H. O. T.” 


a veritable rack, with a brace of legislative 


stretched on 


committees pulling him two ways at once— 
and all about what? Simply because he has 
done the public money the honor of putting 
it where it will do the most good—in Mr. 
Hubert O. 


really painful to see a man of Mr. Thomp- 


Thompson’s estimation. It is 


son’s acknowledged executive ability exposed 
to this degrading cross-questioning; and per- 


gated Aan 
| haps when he has sueceeded in satisfying the | 


| 
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Senate committee, and has convinced the 
Assembly committee that he has not really 
expended more money upon his own well- 
groomed carcass than he has upon public 
works, a revulsion in popular feeling will 
take place, and he will be regarded as a mar- 
tvr. Meanwhile, however, THe JUDGE is 
compelled to admit, however reluctantly, 
that Mr. Thompson does not stand as high 
as Abou Ben Adam in the estimation of his 
fellow men—however warmly he may be es- 
teemed by the angels. 


FIXING THE WIRES. 


WHEN the whole country was convulsed 
by the telegraph strike last summer, a good 
deal of the sympathy evolved by the strikers 
and, to 
tell the truth, their’s is an interesting and 


was lavished upon the ‘‘ line men,” 
picturesque life. There is a certain degree 
of peril to life and limb involved in climb- 
ing telegraph poles and haudling wires. Yet 
the work is necessary—in fact, the pulling 
and fixing of wires is one of the most neces- 
sary and important tasks in the political life 
Mr. Ben. Butler is 
at present engaged in adjusting the wires 


of this great country. 


which are to put him in communication with 
Washington, and all that the term implies. 
He has proved himself in the past a good 
climber and a very fair lineman, but whether 
he will manage to keep his wires in repair 
‘‘until he gets there,” remains to be seen. 
Probably he is prepared for a fall. 


Barnum and the Boston Editor. 


A correspondent, who knows, has sent the | 


following amusing reminiscence for publica- 
tion in THE JUDGE. 
in its way to be relegated to oblivion: 


Many years ago, when Barnum had al- 


The joke is too good | 


Bishop Hamlet’s Advice to the 
Parsons. 


[Enter Bishop and certain Parsons. ] 

Bishop.—Preach the sermon, I pray you, 
as I pronounced it to you, fluently on the 
tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of 
your parsons do, I had as lief a begging im- 
poster spoke my discourse. 

Nor do not thump the cushion too much— 
your fist thus; but use all gently; for on the 
very torrent, tempest, and (as I may say) 
the whirlwind of zeal, you must acquire and 
beget a temperance, that may give it 
smoothness. 

O, it offends me to the soul to see a robus- 
tious, whisker-cheeked fellow tear an ex- 
hortation to tatters, to very rags, to split 
the ears of the sanctified, who, for the most 
part, are capable of nothing but inexplicable 
grimace and rant. I would have such a fel- 
low whipped for out-doing Sankey; it out- 
talmages Talmage. Pray you avoid it. 

lst Parson.—I warrant, your lordship. 

Bishop. Be not too cold, neither, but let 
your own discretion be your tutor; suit the 
emphasis to the word, and the word to the 
emphasis, with this special observance, 
that you o’erstep not the dignity of the pul- 
pit, for anything so over-done is from the 
purpose of preaching, whose end, both at 
the first and now, was, and is, to hold as 
*twere, the mirror up to conscience: to 
show piety her own figure, profaneness her 
own image, and the very soul and spirit of a 
man his form and presence. Now, this 
overdone, or come tardy off, though it make 
the witlings laugh, cannot but make the 
sober grieve; the censure of which one, 
must: in your allowance, o’erweigh a whole 
temple of the others. 

O, there be parsons, that I have heard 
preach, and known others praise, and that 
highly, not to speak it profanely, that, hav- 
ing neither the accent of Christians, nor the 
delivery of Christians, scholars, nor gentle- 
men, have so moaned and bellowed, that I 
have thought some camp-meeting clergy- 
men had trained them, and not trained 
them well, they imitated a clown so 


| abominably. 


ready became famous as a showman, the | 


editor of a certain obscure Boston paper, in 
which an unfriendly criticism of himself and 
of his show, then in that city, appeared, 
wrote Mr. B., as follows: 


‘*P. T. Barnum, Esq.—Dear sir: I much 


1st. Parson.—l hope we have reformed 
that indifferently with us, my lord. 
Bishop.—Oh, reform it altogether. And 


| let those that aim at being pathetic preachers 


speak no other than articulate sounds; for 
there be of them, that will of themselves 
groan, to set on some quantity of maudlin 


| hearers to groan also; though, in the mean- 


regret the appearance of that article in my | 


paper, of this morning reflecting on you and 


your show. Had I seen it beforehand, I | |..04 i¢. 


would not have permitted it, I assure you. 


A subditor who had no right or authority | 


to do so, slipped it in without my knowledge 
and I shall be pleased to make any retraction 
you may dictate in my paper to-morrow. 
Please let me see or hear from you. Your 
obedient servant, “a 


To which the great P. T. 
promptly replied: 


Barnum 


‘‘Sir.—Yours of to-day is received. I 
have not read the article alluded to, nor 
even heard of it, and, probably, never shall. 
Pray, don’t trouble yourself with a thought 
of retraction, for if you made one I should 
never know it. 

Truly yours, Pp. T. BARNUM.” 


An1 this was the ‘‘short, sharp, and de- 
cisive ’ way in which the renowned showman 
snubbed the ‘‘ Hub” editor. Score another 
for Barnum, although it be an old ‘‘ score.” 


time, some necessary question of the text be 
then considered; that’s villainous, and shows 
a most pitiful hypocrisy in the snob that 
Go, keep you steady. 

[Exeunt Parsons. } 


THE Philadelphia News says that ‘ Jus- 


tice Macecarthy is at work upon a political 


novel.” In view of the fact that the Land 
Leaguer’s name is “‘ Justin,” and that he 


| has chiefly devoted such talents as God has 


given him to persuade Irish tehants to re- 


| pudiate their just debts, is not the name of 


** Justice ” just a little too cruelly ironical ? 


ADAM AMMAN, a collector for George 
Grau, a manufacturer of mineral waters in 
East Forty-second street, and formerly a 
collector for William Lighte & Co., in the 


| same business, was recently arrested by the 


latter firm for embezzlement of funds. 


| According to their showing, Adam is not 


Amman to be trusted, as funds, placed in 
his hands for safe keeping, Grau light-er 
and lighter. 
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Day Dreams. 


To sEE me here with my glass and my jug, 
And my fire, and my dog, and my meerschaum, 
too, 
You'd think that I ought to be jolly and snug, 
And so I am,—thank you—the same to you. 


Yet somehow, sitting cosily here, 
I think of the sunny summertide hours, 
When the what-do-you-call-em warbles clear, 
And the breezes blow, likewise the flowers. 


Dreaming maybe of fame, or strife, 
Of hopes that kindle, of loves that bless— 
Some people might call it wasting life, 


But it’s very pleasant nevertheless, 


Heigho! this is all very nice, you know, 











Yet somehow nor flower, nor summer is nigh, 
And the only corn, is the corn on my toe, 
And that'll want cutting by-and-by. 





Mrs. Squizzle’s Misfortunes. 

It looks like insanity to see people run- 
ning off to Niagara to see the Falls, when 
everything is frozen up. As for myself, | 
don’t have to go out of my way for falls, for 
they come to me every time I set my two 
fect on the sidewalk. 


Yesterday, I got a bump that caused my | 
head to swell equal to the size of a bushel | 
As soon as I regained my feet, I | 
summoned a policeman, who, for a wonder, | 


basket. 


was standing near. It’s the first time, since 


I’ve been in this city, that I’ve known one | 


to be on hand when wanted. 

** Why didn’t you come and help me up?” 
says I. 

Shaking his head, he replied: 
licemen have to be careful how we handle 
the ladies nowadays. Only last week one of 
the force pulled a lady off the car track just 
jn time to save her from being run over, and 
she went to the court and had him arrested.” 

“What fur?” I asked.” 

** She said she had just laid down on the 
track, in a quiet way, because she had got 
tired of living, when along comes a meddle- 
some policeman and yanks her off in a 
rough, indecent manner, and so she got him 
broke. Now. how was I to know but you 
were playing the same game?” 

“Tf I'd had the misfortune to fall 
the car wheels I spose you'd have let me lie 
there?” said I, 

**T certainly should not have interfered 
with your plans, madam, unless you had 
called on me,” he replied. ; 

** Well, my opinion of you is, that you are 
a useless set, not worth the money it takes 
to buy the brass buttons on your coat,” 
said I. ; 

‘* Thank you, Jane,” said he. 

** My name is Sabbrina Squizzle,” I said, 
*‘and don’t you forget it.” 

Just then a pretty well-dressed fellow run 
against me and came near knocking me 
down again. 

** Who is that impertinent critter,” said I. 

**He’s a ‘hunter’,” said the policeman. 
“That is, he’s both a ‘hunter and finder,’ 
and is making a fortune at it, he tells me.” 

“Please explain yourself,” says I, ‘ and 
if there’s any money to be made at it, I'll 
go into the business myself.” 


‘He hunts for what is lost,” said the 
policeman. 
“But how in the world does he know 


where to look?” I asked. 

“*Oh, he gets the papers the first thing in 
the morning and finds what is lost; then he 
goes in the locality advertised and hunts, 
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WORKING 


HtsBaND (anxiously )—_** Come tn, Min, for goodness sake, cour in. 


think I'ma regular brute.” 
Fonp WIFE 


first on one side of the street, then on the 


| other, and there’s seldom a day that he 





don’t make a good haul. There’s been 
something valuable lost on the Square, you 
may be sure, by the careful way he is search- 
ing.” 

Sure enough, I could see him, half-hent, 
searching, as he went slowly along; so I just 
crossed the street, and, coming in ahead of 
him, I went to searching, too. I walked so 
slow that he soon got up along side of me. 
He gave mea scrutinizing glance, then, says 
he, ‘‘ what are you looking for, madam?” 

** Just what you are,” says | 

*“Oh!” says he; and as he passed me he 
hit me again, nearly knocking my feet from 
under me. 

“Oh, I beg pardon, mam,” says he, and 
he caught hold of me, which saved me from 
falling on the sidewalk. 

**That’s the second time you have nearly 
upset me,” says I, ‘‘ and it wont be healthy 
for you to try it on agin.” 

‘As the sidewalk is rather narrow, I'll 
leave the field to you. Trusting vou’ll find 
what you are looking for, ’ll wish you a 
very good morning,” said he, and then he 
walked away. 
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UP AN OPINION. 


T he neighbors weil 


“OF course they will; that is what Tam laboring for.” 


I went around the Square onee more, but 
finding nothing, I started for home, when 
lo and behold, on putting my hand in my 
pocket, I found nothing but a hole. My 
pocket-book, with the little there was in it, 
and even my handkerchief, was gone. 

On looking for my watch I found that 
was gone also; about an inch of the chain 
was still hanging to my belt. The consarned 
‘* hunter” had probably taken it at the time 
he ran against me in the Square. I was too 
angry to speak, so I said nothing, but I 
firmly resolved to write a tale of adventure 
in the city, and then get out of it before the 
‘* hunters ” and * finders” skinned me com- 
pletely. 





Miss Mary Krone is the only lady 
assayer in the country. At present she is 
the principal of the Denver School of Mines, 
and she is not an old crone, either. 





Miss Kate Kane, the, Illinois lawyer, 
objects to being called a ‘* female” lawyer. 
If any man persists in the above, she gives 
them fair warning that she Kane kane them 
for so Going; and as Kate is a ‘‘ man” of 
her word she undoubtedly will. 
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“TIE EDITOR SAT IN HIS SANCTUM: HIS BROW FURROWED WITH CARE.” 


Letter from Cornelius Counterjumper, 
New York, to Harriet Heartsmasher, 
The Strand, London. 
My ‘Art’s Hiponizep ’Arriet.—lHi feel 
hif vears hand not davs hand “ours honly 
hy ul hel ip ed Slee the "" my dav Hi last 
you, Your sweet heyes, ’ow they 
m me from neath the fringe of 
iden ‘air, which Hi mvself bought for you 
at Wvyatt’s hin Conduit street, the very hue 
Hi love so well. Ifi little thought then has 
‘ow the guv’nor meant to despatch me hat 
once to New York with a consignment of 
Paris millinery direct from Worth’s, hat 


which the ‘ole hestablishment ‘ad been hem- 


ha 


f 


ployed for three weeks previous, besides a 
‘ole squad of hextra milliners hand machin- 
ists, Which many hof hour young men 
bowed before their shrine, but which pos- 
sssed naught to charm vour Cornelius, who 
‘ad a fairer ’Artsmasher planted hin the hin- 
ermost recesses of ‘is ‘art of ‘arts. Well, my 
*Arriet, Hi’ad not heven a moment to say 
farewell to you, honly Just time to pen you 
those few lin hin red pen il, a fit hemblem 
of my bleeding ‘art, then Hi was ’urried on 
board with a French grammar hand dic- 
tionary, hand a book of familiar phrases, 


hand strict horders to study the language | 


while hat sea hand speak it hexclusively 
during my stay, has befitted the stvle hof 
the great man milliner. 


The guv’nor also secured me a cabin which 
Hi was to share with another Frenchman. 
so as to hinsure me ha pure Parisian haccent, 
hand has the weather was likely to be severe, 
he presented me hat parting, with a frieze 
coat and a sou’wester, both more suitable 
for a burly plough boy than a gentleman on 
‘is travels. Now I’m not tall (though many 
consider 5 foot 2 and 1-4 a very genteel 
height), but my figure is symmetry itself. 
hand Hi ’ad no notion hof making a guy 
hof myself, so Hi simply took my tight- 
fitting broadeloth b “ly coat hand two silk 
‘ats hand the smoking cap hembroidered in 
crimson hand gold, by ’er who shall be name- 


less. Well, *Arriet, we set hout, hand Hi 
Studied French, did Hi? Not much—not 
by just a very few. Hi lay for three davs 
hand nights groaning hin hagony. The 
honly French thing Hi seemed to take to 
was French brandy, hand the honly French 
word Hi learned was sacre-e-e-e—which my 
friend kept repeating all the time. The 
steward came to me hon the third day hand 
he persuaded me to hassend hon deck hand 
trv the fresh hair. By this time my misery 
‘ad made me hutterlv neglectful of my per- 
sonal happearance. Hi dressed without cor- 
sets, tie, or heven collar—and put on one 
hof my beautiful silk ’ats which ’ad been 
banged from one hend of the cabin to the 
hother, till it was more like an Hirishman’s 
caubeen than anything helse. 

They lugged me somehow hup the stairs, 
hand I shivered hon deck for half han ’our. 
Ho, ’Arriet, hi will spare your tender ‘art 
the tale of my sufferings. agreeable to my 
guvnor’s directions, Hi talked French, that 
is, Hi said sacre-e-e, whenever my chattering 
teeth would allow me; but Hi soon was glad 
to get myself lugged down again and fling 
myself into my berth, and seek halleviation 
of my sufferings in more French heau de vie. 

| lo, shipboard is a ’orrid place. The society 
may be good, but pray who can talk? The 
table is good, but pray who can eat? The 
liquor is first class, but who can henjoy it? 
Hi never was ’appier in my life, ’Arriet, than 
whea Hi found myself once again with solid 
earth under my feet. Yesterday morning, 
when Hi landed on the dock hand ’ad my 14 
large packages ’anded over by the custom 
‘ouse hofficers in a perfect storm of storm 
hand rain, which one hof them said * Hi 
was dropping my h’s all hover the place to 
trip them up,” to which all Hi said was Hi 
was ‘appy to ’ave the soil of the great conti- 
nent hattached to my hunderstanding, but 
Hi soon stopped h’em by the remark: 
‘*You’re an hass hand-ha hidiot, hand now 
Hi think Hi’ve picked them up.” 
going. More next time. To my hown 
*Arriet, from her hadoring CORNELIUS. 


Mail is- 


Answers to Correspondents. 


“J.J. D., New Yorx.—Beware of our “ devil” 
whom we have just caught in the act of peeping 


over our shoulder at your ‘‘ first effort,” or it may 
be your last. He has Ww recked dire vengeance on 
many an unfortunate would-be contributor for less. 

‘A. B. C.,” New Yor« 


pleased at the unconscious sincerity which prompted 


We are certainly 


you to use those significant initials, so strikingly in 
| dicative of the mental calibre betrayed by your 
‘‘firstattempt”’ at humor. When you get as far as Z, 
But we fear that 
your attempted progress through the intermediate 


let us hear from you once more 





| letters may prove a veritable ‘‘ Slough of Despond.” 
Tyro,” Brookiyn.—Dear boy, the sooner you 
get cured of your unfortunate cacocthes seribendi, as 
the learned Latinists style the itch or desire for 
writing, the better will it be for your own peace of 
|} mind and the welfare of society When you have 
| some practi al knowledge of syntax and orthography, 
and some conception of the utility of writing on one 
side of the paper only Tue Jupee will be pleased 
to afford you a chance to become better acquainted 
| with his expectant and rapacious waste basket. 
‘SeventH Warper.”—You are pleased with 
Tue JupGe in general, but evidently not satisfied 
with its pictorial illustrations of our public men, 
on the ground that ‘‘ the resemblance to the original 
in nine cases out of ten is not close or striking 
enough Foolish fellow! Some of our public 
men are so decidedly ugly and others such noble 
incarnations of manly beauty, that it would never 
do to portray them as they are. Hence our artists 
are instructed to strike the ‘‘ happy mean” on all 
occasions—except in the cases of Butler, Tilden 
and Kelly, whose facial individualities are so 
marked and so deeply impressed on the public 
| mind that it is useless to endeavor to bring them 
within the above rule of averages, for, as an Irish- 
man would say, ‘‘we would know ‘em if biled in 
porridge.” Those eminent statesmen are semper 
idem on THe JupDGE’s pictorial pages 


“Annie R.,” Hartem.—Your photo is indeed 
“taking,” but taken in connection with your pen 
manship (which some wise people tell us is strong 
evidence of character) we are led to think that the 
photographic artist had no inconsiderable share in 
the result of the ‘‘sitting.”” If we were foolishly 
soft or softly foolish enough to accede to your re 
quest for publication of your ‘‘ photo” in THe 
JUDGE, we would immediately be inundated with 
like requests from rival beauties from Harlem to 
Jattery Park. We cannot, therefore, consistently 
do it, Annie, but recommend that you try our 
frisky contemporary, Puck. If Puck should prove 
ungallant as Tue JupGE, then let us suggest the 
lice Gazette or The Day's Doings. We are thus 
specific, because we have some faint idea that you 
are not one of those modest flowers that are ‘‘ born 
to blush unseen 


‘An OLD New Yorker.”—Thanks, old friend, 
for the eulogistic sentiments contained in your note. 
THe JupGE certainly is a ‘real jolly fellow,” as 
you style him, but never forgets the dignity of his 
office. It is no ¢ asy matter to blend sober wisdom 
and laughter at all times. Some author—we believe 
it was Oliver Goldsmith— wrote long before we were 
born: ‘‘ The loud laugh bespeaks the vacant mind.” 
3ut ‘‘Goldey ’—as the ponderous Dr. Sam Johnson 
was wont to paternally style the author of ‘‘ The 
Deserted Village,” &c was himself the best per- 
sonified contradiction of the accepted ‘‘ truism,’ for 
he was an immoderate laugher—a “‘ guffaw”’-ist in 
fact—and at the same time a distinguished poet, 
literateur, and philosopher. A good broad smile 
lighting up the features for an instant is about the 
next best thing to laughter; and hence when THE 
JUDGE is not in laughing humor, he ‘‘smiles” pro- 
digiously to keep his spirits up. Shall be happy to 

| hear from you again. 























BLUE BLOOD: 
FROM 


“SHORT STORIES FOR THE USE OF SCHOOLS.” 
PROLOGUE. 


S1x thousand years before the commence- 
ment of this story, Adam came into the 
world. It will be as well to remember this 
fact, because it is obvious, even to a Penn- 
sylvanian intellect, that had Adam not come 
into the world this story could not possibly 
have been written. 

Four thousand years rolled by, Jenny; 
four thousand years rolled by, and Julius 
Cesar fell; a few unimportant centuries then 
winged their flight into oblivion, and the 
head of Mary, Queen of Scots, fell; then, 
some considerable time after, Napoleon Bo- 
naparte fell; then John Brown fell; 


then | 


stocks, pork and lard fell; and then King | 
Villard fell; and thus, having combined in- | 


struction with amusement, we come to our 


STORY. 
John Grimes was young, freckled, with 


hair that waved in folds of crimson down the | 


nape of his neck, and lent a quiet dignity to 
a somewhat receding chin, which, but for 
the calm, upward soaring of the regulation 
collar, would have slid down to his breast- 
bone and been forever lost. Had John’s hair 
not grown down so close to his eyebrows, it 
is possible that John’s forehead would have 
been quite a commanding feature, but, as it 
was, candor compels us to admit that if high 
frontispieces were in great demand, John 
Grimes would have to bear the market before 
he could have a show. But—much virtue 
ina “but ’’—but John was the only son of 
his father, and he was a trillionaire! What 
do rich men’s sons want with high foreheads? 
If they had them they wouldn’t know what 
to do with them. Nature knows that, and 
so she—in view of the rapid growth of mil- 
lionism in our midst—invented dudes. And 
you bet your hindermost dollar, my dear 
little boys, and girls, nature knows just ex- 
actly what she’s about. She don’t want a 
prompter from anybody, and take care to 
remember that you don’t forget it. 

At the time we introduce John Grimes to 
our readers, he Was ringing the bell attached 
to the front door of the mansion of Hilde- 
brand Skugger, banker of Wall _ street. 
There we will leave him, while we investi- 
gate the interior of the house. 

* * * * * 

‘* My darling,” said Hildebrand Skugger, 
as he fondly caressed the peanut-colored bang 
of his daughter Silesia, who knelt by his 
chair in an agony of suppressed grief and a 
puce-colored dress cut decollette in the skirt, 
and trimmed with the finest Valenciennes 
lace ever turned out of a Fall River factory. 
‘*My darling, it tears my heart asunder to 
speak the words—but you must give him 
Up!” 


3ut why, father, why must I tear the 


| 


| 
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AFTER HIS BIRTHDAY. 


Doctor—** You havn’. eaten anything which disagreed with you, have you?” 


LittLe Patrent—*‘ No, sir; the three pie 
and the quart of nuts all agreed with me.” 


the 69-cents-a-yard carpet, her agonized pa- 
rent thought that, owing to his words, he 
had suddenly put an end to the run of the 
banker’s daughter. His fears were ground- . 
Almost before Hildebrand had raised 


less. 


| her from the carpet she was herself agaan. 


‘* Fear not, father! Your honor is safe in 


| my hands; and although I love him with a 


fried-oyster and ice-cream devotion that can | 
never be exterminated, yet will I speak the | 
fatal words that shall part us forever!” 
** Noble, heroic girl!” exclaimed the proud | 
yet sad banker, as he beheld the havoc that | 
his words had already made in his daughter’s | 
appearance. The once sparkling eye had 
sunk deep in its socket and emitted bpt a 
feeble glimmer. ‘The proud family nose 
that once set so jauntily upon the fair young 
face seemed suddenly to have grown ten 
years older, and leaned listlessly against the 
right cheek of its owner. The pearly teeth 


| (owing to the fall) were loosened at their 


at intervals. 


romance of my young life to shreds and tat- | 


ters—why must I bury the hopeful realiza- 


zation of a stupendous joy under the sad | 


clods of never-ending woe? 
why?” 

‘** Because, my child,” and the stern old 
banker’s nostrils quivered, and a shudder 
shook his frame, as he seized his daughter 
by the arm and drew her off ear on a level 
with the gash he was‘pleased to call his 
mouth—‘** because ”—and he finished the 
communication in a whisper! 

“Oh no, not that, oh, not that!” cried 
Silesia; and, as her limp form fell upon 


Why, oh! oh, 


| ed?” 


base, and numbers of them dotted the floor 
While the once bonny figure 
shrank within its corsets, and nothing but 
the stern, rigid outlines of the latter were 
visible to the casual observer. 

**She is a little bent,” thought the un- 
happy parent, ‘‘but you bet your sweet life 
she’s still in the ring!” and, with those 
thoughts uppermost, he turned the handle 
of the door and disappeared from view. 

* * * * * 

** But why, angel; in what have I offend- 
It was John’s voice that pierced the 
atmosphere of the room with those touching 
words, so full of hope deferred, of joy—ker- 
flummuxed. 

**In no way!” answered the agonized girl, 
as another stray tooth found its way to the | 


| “*7T can never be your's! 


s, wo cakes, pound of candy, four oranges, 


carpet, unnoticed by either girl or man— 
their minds were much engrossed in 
finding room for Hope, Fear, Despair, Rage, 
and the rest of the passions incidental to 
humanity, to be bothered about such a trifle 
asatooth. ‘‘In noway. Youare generous 
to a fault, and when your moustache has a 
few more year’s practise you will be very 
beautiful, but—— * and her voice shook like 
linen on the clothes-line in a high wind ”— 


too 


‘Why? I insist on knowing!” And the 
young dude’s voice and bearing assumed a 
dignity that few would have given them 
credit for. ‘lam young, handsome, rich— 
for am I not the only son of a trillionaire?” 

‘© You are, you are,” was the reply, ‘* but 


| the difference in our rank precludes any idea 


of marriage!” 

‘‘ Difference in our rank,” he repeated, 
wonderingly. ‘‘Is not this a republic—are 
we not all free and equal; and, if there are 
social grades, does not wealth stand on the 
highest?” 

““No.” she answered, ‘‘ wealth does not! 
Ancestry is above wealth; and when I reflect 
that when your grandfather landed as an as- 
sisted emigrant in Castle Garden, mine owned 
a mud seow, and spoke in the purest Dutch, 
I find it impossible to mix my Knickerbocker 
blue blood with your crimson Hibernian 
fluid!” 

Silently he bowed before the justice of her 
decision, and withdrew. Shortly after Silesia 
Skuggles married the great-grandson of the 
man who made old Peter Stuyvesant’s wooden 
leg, and John rapidly went to the bad and 
brought up in that whirlpool of plebeianism 
—the Congress of the United States. 

THE END. 
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FAMILY FINANCIER. 


FRIEND 


Happy FatruHer or Fiock- 


Singular Editorial Valedictory. 


The following morceau is rather an amus- 
ing specimen of an American editor’s fare- 
well to his readers, and. is attributed to one 
of those rural broad-backed pack-horses of 
literature, ** an editor out west:” 

The undersigned retires as gracefully as 
possible from the editorial chair, which he 
has endeavored to fill during the major part 
of half a life-time—with the solid conviction 
(which no amount of argument can 
pate) that all is vanity. From the unfor- 
tunate hour he started the paper, down along 
through a long and 
privations to the present time, he has been 
solicited to lie upon every given subject, from 
town politics to the latest method of making 
cheese: and he cannot remember ever hav- 
ing endeavored to tell half a wholesome or 
truth, without diminishing his 
subseription list or being the recipient of 
half a dozen threatening letters, with the 
imprint of a bowie-knife at the head, and a 
coffin, skull, and cross-bones at the foot of 
the page. Under these circumstances of 
trial, tribulation and danger to life and 
limb, and having a thorough contempt for 
himself and his 
he now retires—to 


dissi- 


series of vicissitudes 


honest 


ten readers, 
seek ‘‘ fresh fields and 
pastures new,” and recruit, if possible, his 
badly-shattered moral constitution.” The 
memory of that disappointed (and, doubtless, 
h ilf-starved ) editor should be kept green.— 
De Mortuis, ete. 


two-score and 


THE reason why Oscar Wilde had his hair 
cut is, he 1s about to marry, and he will not 
llow any woman such an opportunity as 
‘* flowing locks ” afford, to get the better of 
him. 

PRESIDENT Arruur had thirty of the 
beautiful and distinguished residents 
of Washington to assist him in receiving 
New Year’s calls at the White House. SO 
much for being a widower. Had he a wife 
he would have had probably but one assis- 
tant, which all married men know isn’t half 
so jolly. 


most 


‘ Off so soon? 


66 How do you manage to support faveliy childre n?”’ 


sail By having the ir Wades paid over to me.” 


Le Mari chez Lui. 


Quiet, child!) Why, it's awake; 
I’m not much, I fear, on nursing; 
Just at present | would make 
A much better hand at cursing. 
She goes out to every ball 
I stop home and mind the baby; 
Now 
Dancing with O'Meara, maybe. 


she’s at the Carnival 


Theatres and balls for her— 
Gracious me! 
And O'Meara 


I can’t say I care for cousins. 


She goes to dozens: 


always there; 


Wish I could put on my hat 
Stroll down town and write a letter; 
If I'd only 
One cigar I'd stand it better 


hush, you brat! 


Oh, this infant! (Can't you sleep? 


It’s an awful shame of Clara 
Leaving me the house to keep 


While she’s flirting with O'Meara. 


How’s she dressed? Perhaps a fay 
With a wealth of golden tresses; 
(Golden is the bill I pay, 


Deuce alone can tell her dresses. ) 


Or a sylph she glides among 
The rapt crowds, serene, majestic; 
Still I wish 


She were rather more domestic 


oh, hold your tongue!— 


Or she Jaby, go to sleep! 
This noise really is terrific; 
Where on earth does Clara keep 

That mysterious soporific? 


* Woman is the lesser man!” 


That is told us by the poet; 
Blowed if I think Clara can 

Ever quite be brought to know it. 
Here they come. Oh, all I’ve stood!— 
‘* Pleasant time, my dearest Clara? 
Baby has been—oh, so good! 


Charmed to see you, friend O'Meara.” 


Nay, stop and chat; 
Well, good night; you're tired maybe; 

Here is—oh, you've got your hat——” 

Joy go with you; pry uP, Baby. 


G. H. J. 


THE JUDGE. 


Tp 
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iary of Patrick O’Callahan, Con- 
ductor. 





January 18th.—Nothing of the laste im- 
portance consairning mesilf has happened 
for siviril days. Whilst the shkating lasted 


| the cairs was crowded wid the boys an the 


gurruls, but its very little throuble the loikes 
of thim is it tothe condhucther, howsomivir 
much they may dishturb the comfort of the 
other passengers wid their giggling and their 
flirthing. 

This mornin wan of the young highflyers 
wid her curls all a flying about her sonsy 
face shteppes aboard and afore she'd raiched 
a sate she trod on the toe of an old spal- 
peen that was takin oop two sates in a cor- 
ner. Musha, but didn’t he howl, and sez 
he, *‘ Condhucthor, why in thunder don’t yez 
mak these gad abouts behave thimsilves and 
kape of pay pl s corns.” 

Gracious goodness, sez the gurrul to him 
I’ve got toshtepsomewhere. If your purse is 


as big as your fate, yez might own a private 


railroad of your own. 

Thin the passengers laughed among thim- 
silves, and the owld haythen got oop an 
made an attempt to pull the bell shtrap, but 
I was too quick for him and shtopped him 


| befoar he cud carry out his nayfarious de- 


| sign. 


Begorra, I’ve lairned by sharp expay- 
rience to protict me roight, an its a cauld 
day when anybody but mesilf gets a chance 


| at the cair bell. 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 





Jinoory 21rd.—This day will be a mimor- 
able wan to Patrick O'Callahan, for it has 
given me a sore head and a black eve, an its 
mesilf that'll be laid oop for repairs for a 
coople 0 days at laste. 

On wan of me thrips oop town thare came 
on board a lady wid rosy chakes a lading a 
little gurrul by the hand. 

She found a sate and tuk the kid on her 
lap, handing me foive cints for the fare. 

** How old is the choild?” sez I. 

**Foive years,” sez she. 

‘* Foive cints for the kid,” sez I. 

““T'll give you foive cints,” sex 
‘‘when yez pervides her wid a sate.” 

‘* There’s plenty of sates,” sez I, ‘‘ and its 
foive cints | wants fur the choild; thim is 
the rules.” 

Thin her chakes got redder, and says she, 
‘if there’s plinty of sates, its fur you to 
foind em. J/’m not the wan to make the 
payple move oop. That’s the condhucthors’ 
business, not mine.” sez she. 


she, 


The impartanance of the craythur was 
past belaivin’, an’ sez I, ‘‘fwat I wants is 
foive cints, an’ no moar worruds about it.” 

‘““Fwat J want,” sez she, “‘is a sate for 
this little gurrul, an’ if yez wants an extra 
fair, why doan’t yez charge fur the basket of 
clothes that woman at the end of the eair 
has wid her. She takes oop moar room than 
L” 

**What’s that to you,” sez I. The com- 
pany’s orders is foive cints for a choild over 
four, and there no price whatsomiver, fur a 
basket; so pay oop.” 

Wid that she handed ont the exthra foive 
cints, and a man on the other soide sphoke 
oop, an’ sez, “‘ why doan’t yez give that 
choild a sate.” 

‘“*Oh, moind yer own business,” 
**T’ve heerd enough about the brat.” 

**Do yer know who yez talkin’ to?” sez 
he. 

** Yes,” sez I, “‘ I’m shpakin’ to me infay- 
rior.” é 

Wid that he rose, an’ befoar I’d toime to 
collect me sinses, he dealt me a blow be- 
twane me two eyes that bloinded me so I 


seZ L 
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cudn’t tell Where the shtarsecame from that 
flew from the back of me hed. 

Other passengers shouted, ‘‘give it to 
him,” ‘‘sarve him roight,” and thin there 
was confusion all over the cair, and befoar I 
cud git me wits togayther, the passengers 
had all escaped wid their loives. All but the 
woman wid the basket, she bein’ me woife’s 
furst coousin, and payin’ no fare, remained 
wid me to the ind, an whin we raiched the 
deypot, she haird me explination to the 
shtarter, and shwore that all I said waz 
thrue. 

Bedad, its a foine shtate I’m in, wid a 
raw oyshter on wan oye, and a paice of bafe 
on the other. Me woife’s sisters’ furst cou- 
sin’s husband, the aldherman, will hev me 
roights proticted by the cair company, but 
that’s cowld comfort till I foind a suitable 
opportunity to lay out the dhirty blaggard 
that furst shtruck me. 

(Nore. Thedhriver of me cair, has just 
sint me worrud that the loafer that hit me 
the thug was Jim Spice, the prize-foighter. 
If that’s the case, begorra, I'll have me re- 
vinge another way, and I'll sue him in the 
courts. Me damages is heavy, an’ me woife’s 
cousin, that had the basket, is me witness that 
anything I say is thrue. An’ wid a jury of 
me peers, an’ the roight kind of a judge, Ill 
shtand for me roights and fear no man, ) 





Intercepted Letters. 


FROM JOHN BREWSTER, NEW YORK, TO 


BROWN, LONDON, 

Dear Harry.—Yours to hand, as wel- 
come as ever. You tell me to enjoy myself 
and not get myself in scrapes. My dear fel- 
low, I’ve never been out of them since I 
landed here, and the other day I capped the 
climax, and am now thrown completely on 
my beam ends, in every sense of the word. 
I have had a bullet in my back, and a girl 
in my heart, and a fellow’s knuckles in my 
eye, and—but Ill begin at the beginning 
and tell you all. , 

Went one night to a sort of a subscription 
ball, and there made the acquaintance of a 
sweet girl, with a wealth of golden hair 
whose glossy and abundant waves must have 
cost their owner about $50, at least. Her 
fair shoulders rose high above her blue 
satin waist, her cheeks were as rosy, and her 
eyes were as bright, as—as—well, she was ¢ 
daisy, and her little feet, clad in pale blue, 
danced on a little heel and toe, their har- 
monious tap, tap, making divinest music on 
the waxen floor. No common sense, or non- 
sense there, I can tell you, her heel and toe 
formed an acute angle. She told me her 
shoes belonged to Louis somebody, felt rather 


HENRY 


of France, and had been dead some centuries, 
though I never clearly made out how she 
nabbed his shoes. Told her, waiting for 
dead men’s shoes was a bad business, but she 
only laughed. Said I was such a droll fel- 
low, and asked for more champagne. I tell 


this gentleman. 
' 
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HEALTH REPORT. 


InvaLip—‘* Where do invalids go when the doctors give them up?” 


afther sarchin’ ivery square inch of the place 
for ye. Come home, at onct.” 

My divinity colored with deep mortifica- 
tion, and replied with her own sweet refined 
accent, which to me, was one of her greatest 
charms. 

‘* Let me introjuice Mr. O’Shaughnessy— 
Mr. Brewster. I have been dancing with 
We were introjuiced quite 
by chaunce, and he escorted me to the sup- 
per teeble.” 

‘Escorted you to the devil,” roared the 
old savage. ‘ Here’s my card, sir, you'll 
hear from me to-morrow.” ‘‘ What’s this?” 
he exclaimed, snatching the ring from her 
finger, and flinging it towards me. ‘‘ You'll 
give my girl rings, will you?” And in spite 
of her cries, he struck me violently in both 


eyes. I reeled and fell, and when I recov- 
ered myself, I found I was alone. How I 
got home, I know not. I wakened in the 


morning with aching head and blackened 
eyes, and by the first mail received a note, 
signed Phelim O’Shaughnessy, offering me 
‘* satisfaction ” with fists, shillaleghs, pistols 
or swords, as I thought best. I perceived at 
once that he was a regular fire-eater, and 


| that with him my life would never be safe. 
mean till she explained he was only a King | 


The days of duelling, however, are gone by, 
and I firmly resolved I would never meet 


him, but my friend, Dick Dulcimer, came 
| . ° . . 

| in, and when I told him the circumstances, 
| he so strongly insisted that I could not in 


you she did walk into the champagne, but | 


nothing changed her to me. She 
warmer and warmer to me, as the evening 
wore ou, and ere we parted, she drew from 
my lips the confession of my love, and from 
my finger my diamond ring, the stones in 
which, she remarked, were most perfect 
matches for the gems which sparkled in her 
own ears. 


grew | 


honour refuse. 
me, I said I would meet him, adding with 
the courage of a lion, that I preferred pis- 
tols, but I said I could not defer my just 
vengeance. No, not for one hour, that we 
must meet that very day, and, further, as my 


| eyes were utterly sightless, the encounter 


| might meet on equal terms. 


| sitting room for the purpose. 


We sat in an ante room, in a dream of | 


bliss, but, alas! too soon was it—I allude to 
the dream—rudely interrupted. A stout, 
burly Irishman strode into the room, ex- 
claiming, ‘‘ Arrah, Biddy, what are you 
foolin’ about here. Shure, its mesilf is 


must take place in a dark room, so that we 
After some 
demur this was agreed to, and I settled my 
I was aware 
the chimney was a wide one, and had been 
lately swept. I fitted a lath with the assis- 
tance of the waiter, which lath formed a 
tolerably easy seat. I then arranged heavy 
curtains, which produced an Egyptian dark- 
ness, and when we were shut up in the room 


So, as a new idea had struck | 


Doctror—‘*‘ Jo the other world, I quess.” 





I quietly and cautiously crept up the chim- 
ney, where i felt comparatively safe. We 
were both to fire at a given signal from with- 
out, which was to be given in five minutes 


from the time the door was shut. I heard 
O’Shaughnessy mutter to himself. ‘* Poor 


divil, he’s in a blue finish any way, and a 
miserable little shpalpeen he is; I'd sooner 
miss him than hit him, if I could. I dare- 
say it was Biddy’s blame as much as his; and 
he got a fine beltin’, anyhow enough to keep 
him aisy awhile. Faith, I know what I'll 
do, and sorra taste of damage I'll do the 
poor little crathur.” With that he began to 
grope round and round the room, and, at 
last he stopped, I couldn’t tell where: but 
when the signal came, I fired down the 


| chimney, and the big savage he fired wp. I 


blew off his hand, and then came tumbling 
lath and all down the chimney. Oh! Lord, 
Oh! Lord. I had the worst of it. I’ve 
never left my bed since, and even the soot of 
the chimney they can’t wash clean off me. 
I’ll add no more to-day except that I hear 
Biddy is going to marry O'Shaughnessy, 
right-off, and I’ve had enough of balls and 
girls, and duels and jewels, to do me for the 
rest of my life, and if ever I love again, you 
may make a pie out of the nose of your at- 
tached friend, JOUN BREWSTER. 





Seasonable Stock in Trade of our 
Humorists. 


For early Spring.—Spring poetry, pneu- 
monia, slush, oysters. 

For late Spring.—Green apples, Decora- 
tion Day, house-moving, pneumonia. 

For Summer.—Mosquitoes, country board, 
incidents of travel, straw hats, ice cream, 
bathing. 

For Autumn.—Fall stanzas, watermelons, 
base ball, banana peelings. 

For Winter.—Slippery sidewalks, kindling 
wood, skating incidents, snow, ulsters and 
summer dusters, the holidays, oysters, the 
kitchen stove. 

For all Seasons.—Goats, politics, mules, 
yellow dogs, inebriety, hoop skirts, and the 


| tender passion. 
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and “Mr. 


performances at 


LANGTRY 


| 
their 


Mrs. Coghlan have 
finished The Fifth 
Avenue, and gone on their respective ways, 
rejoicing. 

Mr. Coghlan hies himself to the 
Square, and ‘* The Lilly” will 
forth again, in all her beanty and gorgeous 

l, at Niblo’s. 

The dre 

ere very 
he danger of 


} 
Oiue 


Union 
soon burst 
appar 
‘sses she wore at The Fifth Avenue 
very artistic, and all that; 
losing off altogether the 
iring Mr. Coghlan’s frantic 
her es in the third 
Was so imminent, that the title of the 
, ‘A Wife’s Peril,” proved most felic- 


love ly. 


ty one, dt 

att mpts to pull to prec 
act, 
piece 
Itous, 
Th s scene Is dex idedly unique, and rather 
more improper than anvthing of Sardou’s we 
to have before seen, however the 
audience seemed to ¢ njoy it, and Mr. Stetson 


remember 


business with 


in New York 


savs he has done the biggest 


Langtry that 
this season. 


has been aone 


‘*Confusion”’ was a great hit in Boston, 
and equally remarkable things are expected 
of it here. The live pug and the live baby 
will probably prove a great addition to the 
Interest of the piece. 

Mr. Stetson would never be happy unless 
he had numerous irons in the fire, and he 


now states that he has taken IHaverly’s Com- 


edy Theatre for seventeen weeks, at $1,000 


a week. 

Aimee and Angele have again departed 
from the city, and the habitues that frequent 
the Casino on Sunday nights will find their 
loss hard to bear. 

No matter, if Aimee can’t sing, she has as 
much and sangfroid as ever, and her 
little moues and grimaces take the place of 
Angele is always immense, particu- 
in chansonettes like ‘*Ne me Chat- 
ouillez pas,” and others of the same ilk. 

7-20-8”’ is doing a fine 
Daly’s. Who says revivals in 
not pay? 

“Fun on the Bristol” pops up again at 
Haverly’s Comedy Theatre. 
this steamboat was laid up for repairs. 


Chit 


voice, 
larly so 
we business at 


New York do 


worn. 

At Niblo’s there appears upon the scene 
one Mr. IT’. W. Keene, 
Richard III. Mr. Keene, once upon a time, 
was a member of the company at 
Wood’s Museum. ; 
peared as a Shakesperian star, and, if report 
speaks truly, 


stock 


if nothing 


during the 


more. Sixty thousand 
year, is what 
have made, and Mr. Hayden is his manager, 
and the one who discovered the latent talent 


in the gentleman in question. 


dollars, 


ast 


Mr. and Mrs. Goodwin have been doing | 
‘*< Those | 
Bells,” over at the Grand Opera House. It 


** Hobbies,” and a burlesque called 


is a great relief to the public to know that 
Mr. Irving does not object to being carica- 


tured, but rather likes it, and sends notes to 


It’s about time | 
Her | 


timbers and her rigging must be pretty well | 
who comes forth as | 


Since then he has ap- | 
he has made a financial success, | 


he is said to 











THE JUDGE. 


Mr. Goodwin on the subject, and signs him- 
self, ‘‘ Fraternally, Harry.” 

* The Rajah” is still on at The Madison 
Square. They occasionally change the cast, 
to give a little diversity to the entertainment, 
and latterly Georgia Cayvan has been doing 
Gladys, and Marion Elmore, Emillia. Ma- 
rion, by the way, has followed the example 
of Carrie Turner, and gone and got married. 
A member of Miss Pixley’s company is the 
happy man. 

Over in London they seem to be quite sur- 
feited with American talent. Lotta, Minnie 
Palmer, and Mary Anderson, all at once, is 
a pretty big dose, to say nothing of Lillian 
Russell, and one or two others in reserve. 

Sullivan is ill, and the fair Lillian does not 
sing in the ‘** Princess Ida” after all. Mr. 
Stetson has bought the opera for this coun- 
try, but he has not yet told us who his sing- 
Why not import Miss Russell? 
She has been tutored in the principal role 
by the famous composer himself, and perhaps 
she has seen the folly of her ways by this 
time, and ean be induced to settle down and 
behave as well as sing with propriety. 

Mme. Janauschek followed Kate Claxton 
at the New Park last week, and now‘we hear 
that Henrietta Vaders has taken the Kate 


ers are to be. 


Claxton organization for a period of four | 


weeks, paying $1,000 a week for the use of 
the same. This is very nice for Miss Clax- 
ton, who is to resume the management at 
the end of the period; and she can enjoy a 
well-earned rest; but what Miss Vaders is to 
earn over and above the $1,000, weekly, re- 
quires a mathematical head. to calculate. 


A Lay of Lingerie. 


Ou chemisette, the fairest yet 
That 


Thou can’st not know what envious woe 


ere hid bosom, fairer, whiter ; 
Thy veiling snow hath given the writer 
So trimly frilled, so plumply filled— 

And then the eyes that shine above it! 
nor is it wrong— 


I burn, I long 


At least in song—dear girl, to love it. 


Oh chemisette, the coral set 
To bind thy folds in gentle duty 
Flings round a glow upon thy snow 
That heightens so thy flashing beauty ; 
And ne’er before on sea or shore 
Did coral find a softer billow, 
Nor could the gold around it rolled 
Though ten times told deserve the pillow 


Sweet chemisette, below thee met 
A rosy ribbon binds her bodice, 
And in her mien is clearly seen 
One half the queen and half the goddess. 
Her voice is low, how sweet its flow! 
Her upper lip disdains the under ; 
Her curls are like dark waves that strike 
A marble cliff—then rush asunder. 


Oh, ripening grace, oh, radiant face ! 

When love is Love he knows no measure ; 
Her hands are small yet they can call 

The power of music at their pleasure ; 
And as they peep from fringes deep 

Of Brussels white, la mode Ramillies, 
Her fingers seem—or else I dream— 

Like stamens in the bells of lilies. 


As clouds of spring on feathery wing 
Obscure the blushing heaven a minute ; 
So, chemisette, thy silvery net 
Half veils the heaven that glows within it. 
Oh, hold me up, I faint, I droop ; 
My glowing pulses throb and tingle— 
Immortal bliss! But grant me this, 
In such a heaven one hour to mingle. 





| finished 
| down on the counter where we were stand- 
| ing with such force that he set all the glasses 


| he caught it 
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OUR COMIC ARTIST AT HIS WORK, 
John Howley’s Experience in New 


York; How He Lost Matilda Jane. 


“TF you to go into business on a 
gvood, solid New York City is the 
place,” suid a new comer in the village, who 
booked himself as Samuel Slyfellow. 

Ile was very demonstrative; and, as he 
the sentence, he brought his fist 


want 


basis, 


jumping and upset the whisky bottle, but 
in time to the contents 
from the floor, and immediately proceeded 
to empty it himself. 

I had been looking for a good, safe, profit- 
able business for some time, and though 
the new comer was comparatively a stranger, 
I rather liked his frank, familiar ways, and 
resolved to draw him out on the subject he 
had first broached. In the country where I 
was raised there was nothing in the way of 
business that promised an income worth 
working for; so, edging up to Sam, as he 
replaced the empty bottle on the table, I 
asked what business he would recommend for 
a young man like myself. 

‘““There are a thousand kinds I could 
name, but any business—from street rag- 
picker’s to the merchant prince’s will pay if 
well managed—in fact, management is all 
there is to it,” was Sam’s reply. 

As he finished speaking he gave me a 


save 


| searching look, and asked, ‘‘ What business 


” 


I had been following up to the present. 
I told him ‘‘I had taught school, winters, 
and done farming, summers; by careful 
economy had laid by enough to start 
moderately in business, I thought; but had 
not yet settled in my mind what it should 
be,” 

**T spose you’ve been to the city occasion- 
ally?” said Sam. 

‘*No,” I replied; ‘‘ that is, I have never 
been to New York. I once went to Boston 
with my father when he was representative 
for our town. But I would like to go to 
New York and start in business there, you 
seem to think so well of it.” 

** All right sir; come with me and I'll set 
you up,” said Sam. ‘‘ You couldn’t have 
struck a better pilot. I’m a commercial 
traveler, you know; am posted on all points 
pertaining to city life. Besides, it’s just the 























time now to start up something fresh ‘in a 
business line.’ ” 

**T have seen so many recent failures re- 
ported that I concluded times must be dull,” 
I said. 

‘© Failures are all owing to bad manage- 
ment, and the worst mishaps bring some 
good inthe end. Rents are always less when 
times are dull, and a new enterprise started 
on the eve of a great * financial 
quite sure to succeed.” 

“© You are doubtiess right. This isa new 
view of the matter, which I will ponder 
over; but first, tell me, if you were in my 
place, what enterprise would you invest in?” 

“The clothing business, which I’m follow- 
ing, suits me best; and I don’t see anything 
to interfere with your success, in a good 
location with proper management.” 

He continued the conversation till another 
bottle of whisky was finished, and by that 
time it was settled that Sam should take me 
to New York and locate me properly. | 
felt under great obligation to him, and 
thought I must give him something for the 
trouble he was taking for me. I hinted as 
much to him, but, waving his hand in dis- 
dain, he bade me ‘* never mention it again.” 

Matilda Jane didn’t quite fancy my taking 
the $5,000 clean from the bank and 
going into New York with it; 
but we weren’t married yet, and I let her 
know I was boss, so she only said ** It would 
buy Squire Hardeuff’s farm, and leave no 
risks or debts to worry one.” 

I told her “I didn’t 


going and looking about: 


crisis” is 


cash 
business in 


risk anything in 
that I thought 


‘Sam Slyfellow’s opinion worth listening to, 


and if I found every thing as he had repre- 
sented, I should soon be master of a flourish- 
ing business, and would send for her.” 

She said ** she did 
able 


know how honor- 
the commercial drummer might be with 
his own sex: there wasn’t a girl in the village 
would trust him out of sight.” 


not 


Happy in my future prospects, I left 
Matilda Jane wearing a very long face. 
Sam was very affable during the journey, 
and when we arrived in New York he took 
me toa swell hotel 
that, we went to some place of amusement, 
where the girls looked like pictures out of a 
book, and danced like puppets. * Hand- 
was no name for ’em. I congratu- 
lated myself that I wasn’t yet married to 
plain Matilda Jane. With such a bevy of 
beauties to select from, the soon-to-be mer- 
chant could surely make a_ better choice. 
Perhaps that was what Matilda Jane feared. 
Well, she’ll have to console herself with the 
old adage: ‘© There’s many a slip, ete. 
After the theatre, we went somewhere and 
had supper, and then Sam recommended me 
to a first-class family hotel, and put the 
number on a card and gave me, for I was 
sure I couldn’t find the way without, my 
head was so muddled with what I had drank 
and the noise of the cab men in the streets. 

If my memory me right, I was 
floundering around the strects nearly all 
night; at last, I found the hotel and went 
to bed, sicker than the boy who had his first 
smoke, and on the whole, disgusted with 
my chaperone, who, I thought, should not 
have turned me loose in the ** streets of New 
York.” 

I have not the faintest idea how long I 
slept, for the room I was in was dark as a 
pocket. A rap on the door was the first 
sound that restored me to consciousness: 
then I arose and commenced dressing, but I 
found it a slow process. Everything seemed 
to have undergone a change; even my 


’ 
some 


serves 





to dinner; and, after | 





C. M. Clancy. 


WE present this week the likeness of the 
genial gentleman who dispenses justice in 
the Second Judieial District. THe Jupai 
is a hard worker, but occasionally finds time 


pockets were turned inside out. My pocket- 
book and its contents—the $5,000 and odd— 
had disappeared. 

I made my way to the office and tried to 
enter a complaint, but nobody would listen 
tome. Ilasked if. Mr. Slyfellow had called 
for me, and they only looked at each other 
and laughed and winked. I then went out 
on the sidewalk and told my story to a 
policeman. I thought he might know Sly- 
fellow, so I described him as minutely as 
possible, and he said a man by the name of 
Ryan answered the description. He followed 
all sorts of tricks for a living, was first a 
bunco steerer, then a pick-pocket, then a 
burglar. As he had been obliged to leave 
the city a short time before, to avoid an 


| arrest, he had no doubt Slyfellow and Ryan 


| livelihood presented 


were one. 

As I had not a cent to travel with, I 
looked about for something to do, but my 
search was unsuccessful: and as no means of 
themselves to me, | 
started ou foot for home, resolving to turn 


| my attention to school-teaching and farm- 


ing, and marry Matilda Jane. 

But, during my absence of a week, strange 
events had taken place. An old flame of 
Matilda Jane’s had returned from the silver 
mines with a big haul of the ‘filthy lucre;” 
had bought Squire Hardeuff’s farm, had 
proposed and been accepted by Matilda 
Jane, and great preparation was being made 
for the wedding, when I dropped down upon 
them. 

In my disappointment, I felt like a beaten 
prize-fighter, knocked out at the first round. 
One thing was left for me, and that was the 














to run down to the celebrated Wawayanda 
Club House for a few days’ fishing. Our 
artist caught him last summer and took him 
on the spot. Jesse Conklin, the owner of 
Great South Bay, calls Mr. Claney the 
** Lone Fisherman of the Wawayanda Club.” 


position as teacher, which I had not resigned. 
I resumed operations the next day. 

The big boys I didn’t care to tackle in my 
weak state, but didn’t the younger kids get 
put through a course of sprouts? 

On one thing Iam resolved. If Matilda 
Jane’s progeny ever become pupils of mine, 
I'll whack ’em within an inch of their lives, 
to pay off old scores with their mother. 





A Friend at the Eventime. 





A FRIEND at the eventime, 
With a warm and a cheerful seat, 
Over a pleasant rhyme, 
When spirit and spirit meet; 
No wine upon the board, 
And no madness in the brain, 
But a cup with kindness stored— 
That ’tis bliss indeed, to drain. 


A friend at the eventime;— 

To count and to wander o’er 
Old scenes in many a clime, 

That we ne’er shall look on more; 
To talk of the times of old— 

Of the forms we've loved and lost, 
Of the changing heat and cold, 

And the stormy seas we crossed. 


A friend at the eventime;— 
To talk of the days to come, 
To talk of a summer clime, 
And to plan us a sunny home— 
With the little things we need, 
And the loving things we love, 
And a home, when old indeed, 
With the same true friend, above. 
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THE JUDGE. 


A LEAP YEAR ROMANCE. : | Melody of Musical Maidens. 





I'L sing you a song of six musical maidens, 
Whose lives have been long with a cruel decadence 


The first, atoo frisky, bold girl, christened Scherzo, 
Once flirted her skirts so—at least, they assert so 
She angered her nervous old chum, Aggie Tato, 
First cousin, though weaker, to strong Annie Mato. 
And then there's a lovely fair maid, Airy Oso, 

Ann Dante, sedate, and imposing Mae Stoso., 


Now tell I a tale of six lachrymose lovers; 
A lanquishing love in their hearts there still hovers. 


The first is a soft-hearted lad, Con Amore, 

\ very good friend to the sad Con Dolore, 
Precise and exact is the prim Ben Marcato, 

And then there's a snappish old boy, Pizzie Cato, 
Another is gentle, retiring Cal Ando, 

Just like his first cousin, the mild Allen Tando. 


Alas for these lovers! Confiding affection 
Was doomed to a direful and jeering rejection. 


With notes that were sweet, and in measures allur- 
ing, 

The lovers asserted affection enduring. 

With slurs cast upon them, they firmly persisted 

In pressing their suits; but the girls still resisted. 

No one of them e’er could be more than a brother, 


For one was too lively, too dull was another, 
Bestows one 


hit So endless distress to musicians they're giving, 
Aiill iil . 


Though still they're together in harmony living. 





— Boston Times. 


A Specimen Irish-American Letter. 


NEW YORK POLITICS AND POLITICIANS. 

My pear JupGe.—It is none of your 
business how the original of the following 
characteristic Hibernian epistle came into 
possession of your correspondent. Suffice, 
that it was addressed to one ‘*Shamus 
Hourigan, at the fut of the mountin, in 
the townland of Buallinacrasky, next to the 
old church-yard, Ireland,” and that it never 

() reached its intended destination. It is a 
af? , verbatim copy, save where the substitution 
» union, his mere at eas . 
maagprer tiger * 9 ysl of fictitious for real names has become 
id it became necessary, for obvious reasons. Some other 
real names are left unchanged, for the sake 
of ** pith, point and pathos.” 
Yours truly, THE O’CALLAGHAN, 


New York, about ’Leecshun time, 1883. 

DEAR SHAMUS.—I was jest thinking that 
I’d write you a few lines for sake of ould 
friendship an’ acquantince, hopin’ you're 
well as this leaves me at prisent; thanks be 
to God an’ His blissed saints an’ angels, also 
that Maureen an’ th’ childher, the poor 
craythurs, are injoyin’ good health. 

This is a wondherful counthry intirely, 
more ‘speshally at ‘lecshun time, when the 
people’s sperret is stirred up an’ politics is 
at a biling hate. An’, be the same token, 
who do you think is what they call a sinna- 
thor here now, an’ as big a man as th’ land- 
lord, bad Iuk to the ould thievin’ vagabon’ 
of a buddough, wos at home? 

; Faix thin, *tis Jack Flaharty, son of ould 

Woymeeetinad Boe Ne ramnagh om Biagy nage Mage So Shawn Flaharty himself, God rest th’ ould 

woul to be married they were mar- man’s sowl, an’ he wos an honester man 

ried , than his schaming son of a politishun here, 

who lucks down wid contimpt now on th’ 

WHo now can boast resolves unbroken? friends who knew him at home, whin he 

Who now displays cigars unsmoken? had to live on pratees an’ herrins an’ salt, 

a‘? ~ Nobody! and sumtimes not enuf of thim, too, the 
} =e ; Who hasn’t pushed the green haize door? spalpeen. The saycrit of Jack’s rise in the 








es 


'e) hat Who doesn’t billiard an re! wurruld is that he wasn’t long here whin he 
7 ; , , . ** rr’ > 
at % os Who doesn’t swear, that swore to swear no jined Tammany Hall, an’ after sum years 
Z more? expayrence in the dark ways an’ thricks of 
his clothing freezes his manner becomes Nobody! the politishuns, he becum as cute and 
rather stiff and cold—but she —Burlington Free Press. thricky as th’ rest of ’em, and ’twasnt long 
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till he beeum a mimber of th’ ginral com- 
mittey, an’ from that he got to Albany as 
un assimblyman, an’ there he made the 
money which brought out his nominashun 
and ‘lecshun as sinnathor, an’ no won that 
iver knew him whin he wos barefutted at 
home, wud take him to be the same person 
now, for there’s a moighty change for the 
betther in his appairance; but I’m thinkin’ 
there’s a grate change for the wurse in his 
mortals and his conshince, that is, if he has 
sich a thing now, which is moighty uncer- 
tain, bethune ourselves, 

Whin these politishuns grow ould and 
gray in the sarvice in this country, be me 
sowl, they’re little good for annything except 
schaming an’ atin’ an’ dhrinkin’ and sleepin’ 
in this wurruld, fur they becum like dried 
mummies afther their crooked ways and 
thrickery; an’ devil a much good they'll 
pruve in th’ nixt life ayther whin they get 
there, unless th’ ould boy himself, Lord be- 
thune us an’ all harm, mebbe able to make 
sum use of *em down below at his head 
quarthers, where ’most ivery single man of 
‘em is sure to go in th’ long run, whin their 
schaming is at an ind on this blissed airth. 

An’ now, laving Jack Flaharty where he 
is, and divil a good or wholesome place he’s 
in this minnit, I know; there’s Mike De- 
laney, too, who’s been here only a few short 
years afore meself from the ‘* ould dart,” 
and shure, they say that he’s got th’ nomi- 
nashun for congress frum what’s called th’ 
Indipindint Party—that is, in other wurds, 
th’ fellows who wor thrown out from th’ 
Halls an’ Rings fur sum misdemaynur or 
anothur, and thin for rivinge set up fur 
thimsilves, and stiled thimselves ** Indipin- 
dint.” But deuce a much indipindince 
there is about thim, as fur as I can see, for 
most of ’em are broken down political hacks, 
who havn’t a dollar to pay for a dacent 
night’s lodgin,’ or a good square male of 
vittles half the time, not to mind lading th’ 
people in politics. The party had a grate 
meetin’ at Cooper Instithute th’ other even- 
ing, at which there was a big crowd of peo- 
ple like meeself, who had nothin’ else to do. 
They hurrooed for Jimmy O’Brine for 
Registher, an’ sum other ‘‘indipindint ” 
fellows for sumtbing else. An’ bethune the 
spache makin’ an’ hurrooing an’ other 
things, you cud hardly hear annything. 
But in th’ middle of the hubbub sum won 
cum forward to th’ frunt of th’ platform 
an’ read reselushuns, cutting up the rings 
an’ halls an’ bosses into mince mate, an’ 
sayin’ that Jimmy O’Brine wos a grate 
fightin’ political hayrow intirely, who wud 
reskew th’ people from tyranny, an’ a grate 
dale more of th’ same kind of stuff to catch 
the poor deludhed people. Afther that th’ 
meetin’ scatthered in all direcshuns, an’ not 
a single man there, savin’ meself an’ won or 
two others mebbe, knew the furst thing 
about what happened, but they all wint 
uway, ivery won thinkin’ he did sumthin’ 
for the counthry. 

Well, nixt Thuseday will be ‘lection day, 
an’, more betoken, manny a_ sore-hedded 
and disappinted politishun will rise up 


frum his varthuous cooch Winsday morning | 


an’ wish he wor ded and berrid, fur wan 
tinth of ’em who’re going fur offis can’t get 
*lected, an’ more nor nine tinths will be left 
behind wid heavy harts an’ light pockets, 
an’ no conshinses at all at all. 

An faith, Shamus, tho’ short I’ve bin here, 
devil resave the wurd of lie, whin I tell you 
I cum very near bein’ med a candidate fur 
aldherman meself this ‘lection. Th’ boys at 
th’ corner licker store, which is kept be our 


THE JUDGE. 


ould frind an’ chum, Tom Delahanty, 
formed what they call a campane club, an’ 
they wanted, by heok or crook, to nomi- 
nate me against Tammany Hall, but I tould 
’em I wasn’t a citizen an’ couldn’t howld 
offis, ‘They sed that med no differ, as 
‘twould be an aisy job to get me my full 
citizen papers afore ‘lecshun. Well, betune 
hoppin’ an’ trottin’ and debatin’ th’ ques- 
tshun for several successive nights, till long 
past midnight, at th’ head-quarthers or 
meetin’ place of the club, at Tom’s licker 
store, in Mulberry street; an’ takin’ a 
gorlogue every few minnits or so to enliven 
th’ debate. as th’ boys sed, me two weeks’ 
wages suddenly gev out; an’ faix, that wos 
the last of the nominashum as well as th’ 
money, for whin they discovered that I had 
no more funds, they turned round in an in- 
stant and nominated long Jim McCarthy in 
me stead, and whil Jim’s money lasted he 
was tould that he wud be the nixt aldler- 
man, an’ no mistake. But Jim’s money 
didn’t last very long, and whin that cum to 
an ind, the club nominated sum other fool 
who had a few dollars to spind—and that is 
the way politics go in this country. But 
nixt year we'll have the grate Prisidenshal 
‘lection, an’ tis thin things will be lively, for 
the demmycrats and rippublicans will fight 
like th’ Kilkenny cats, an’ money will flow 
like wather, an’ deuce a much will be left of 
th’ baiten facshun until th’ nixt Prisidinshal 
‘lection will wake ’em up to life an’ activity 
agin. 

Rimimber me to all th’ ould naybors, an’ 
rite soon with all th’? news from th’ ould 
spot. Your loving brother-in-law, 

DINNIS MULLIGAN. 





The Firm Mother. 


‘*Come here to me,” said the firm mother 
to her son. ‘* Didn't I tell vou that I'd 
whip you if you went down town?” 

‘© Yesstim.” standing on one foot. 

** What made you go?” 

“Cause,” now standing on the other foot. 

* Yessum,” showing by his manner that 
he didn’t. 

‘I’ve a great mind to wear you out. If 
you go outside the yard again to-day Ill 
whip you.” 

About ten minutes afterwards she sees the 
boy playing in the street, and calls him. 
Ile comes reluctantly. 

**Didn’t I tell vou I'd whip yon if you 
went outside the yard?” 

‘* Yessum.” 

** Why did you do it.” 

$6 *Cause.”’ 

‘* You good-for-nothing little rascal, I’ve 
agreat mind to wear you If you go 
outside this yard again to-day I'll whip you, 
if it is the ast act of my life. Do vou hear 
me?” ; 

‘* Yessum.” 

After a while she sees him playing in the 
street again. y 

** Never mina. 
comes.” 


out. 


I'll tell your pa when he 
—Arkansaw Traveler. 


SLINKINS: ‘‘ I see by the papers that a 
Dakota youth took cold from kneeling on 
the ice to fasten skates for young ladies, 
| and became deaf in consequence.”  Rinkins: 
| «Tam not surprised at it. I have put on 
ladies’ skates myself.” Blinkins: ‘* Then 
you do not think that en exceptional case?” 
Rinkins: ‘Oh, no. Colds are frequently 
| caught that way. You see, strapping up a 
| pretty girl’s skates takes an awful long 
time.” — Philadelphia Call. 


He Became a Partner. 

** So you want a partnership in my house,” 
said a merchant to a gentleman just intro- 
duced to him. 

** Yes, sir, that’s what I’m looking for.” 

* What qualifications have you?” 

‘Well; I went into business for myself 
five vears ago, with not a cent of capital, 
and failed three months ago for $300,000 
even.” 

**Good Heavens!” do you call that a re- 
commendation 2” , 

** Rather.” 

‘“* Well, I don’t see it.” 

‘© Of course, I might have done better if ] 
had been a little more experienced, but, you 
see, it was this way: I had ne thing to start 
with, and when I settled, I payed twenty 
cents on the dollar, deducting bad debts, 
clerk hire, rent, ete., it just left me $150,000 
for my five years labor and enterprise. It 
ought to have been $200,000, I know; but a 
man can’t always hit it the first time. Rest 
assured, sir, I will never be caught that way 
again.” ; 

‘** Ahem, ahem,” hesitated the merchant, 

‘come around to-morrow, and we will talk 
the matter over at our leisure.”—WMerchant 
Traveler. 





Business and the Weather. 
“THIS is miserable weather,” a 
growled, leaning against a lamp-post. 
‘*T think it’s beautiful,’ replied an ac- 
quaintance. ‘* The sun has shone every day 
for a week, and the air is dry and pleasant.” 
‘** That’s all very well,” said the growler, 
** but vou know I am a coal dealer.” 
‘Why, no longer ago than a couple of 
months, I heard you growling because it was 
sO cool.” 
** Yes, but you know, I was in the ice 
business then.”—Arhansaw Traveler. 


man 


THE feminine mind early attains to the 
consideration of the ethies of the affections. 
In one of our city schools the other day, the 
classin English grammar was discussing the 
difference between the words * like,” and 
‘“love,”’ ** Now,” said the tea her, ** we 
can like a tomato, but is it proper to say we 
can love a tomato?” ‘* No, it is not.” said 
a fresh young miss. ‘* One cannot love a 
tomato.” ** Why not?” inquired the teach- 
er. ‘* Because, you know, you cannot—you 
can’t—well, you can’t hug a tomato.”— 


Hartford Post. 


‘*No,” said the business man, ‘‘I don’t 
think there is any merit in your invention, 
young man; it is perfectly clear to me that 


the thing won’t work. But don’t be cast 


down. You're in luck, splendid luck. If 
your invention was good for anything you 
might well feel discouraged; but as it is 


you are all right. Capitalize your invention 
at SLO,Q000,000, organize a 
future’s 


} 
stock 


com] any, 


and your made.” —Loston Tran- 
script, 


ONE more unfortunate: 
of considerable 


Mamma (a widow 
personal attractions)—** I 
want to tell you something, ‘Tommy. You 
saw that gentleman talking to grandmamma 
in the other room. Well, he is going to be 
your new papa. Mammia’s going to marry 
him.” Tommy (who recollects something 


of the life his old papa used to lead)—**D-d- 
does he 


Punch. 


know it yet, mamma?”’—London 
































The Deadly Plum Pudding. 


Now a hungry little darkey, 
Was wont to sit all day, 
And eve a nice p um pudding 
In a yearin’ sort of way. 


One day he decided, 
In a fit of hungry zeal, 

That he’d * propriate dat puddin’, 
An’ dulge in a squar meal.” 


just 


So quick with chair and ladder, 
He ‘* riz to dat ar shelf,” 
And soon was in ** dat puddin 

dat puddin’ himself. 


He ate the plums and raisins, 
The plate licked clean and trim, 
And then—*‘ da uw plum puddin’ ” 
Just ‘* pro-pri-a-ted ” him. 


—CCleveland Herald. 
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